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Aweek in 
sunny Arizona 


.only $154 
for two. 


In Green Valley, Arizona... 
twenty-five miles south of Tucson... 
over 7,000 people like you enjoy 
carefree, sunny retirement all year 
long. Come sample this life for 
seven days and nights for $154 plus 
tax, for two. First-time visitors only. 
(From May 1 through October 31, 
rate is only $112 plus tax.) 

You'll stay in alovely vacation 
suite at Fairfield Lodge, complete 
with linens, cooking utensils, 
telephone and color TV. You can 
enjoy swimming, tennis, and 
golf at three 18-hole golf courses. 

And wait 'til you. see our new 
mode! homes. And our new 
subdivisions, adjacent to our 
new golf course. 

All we require is that you provide 
your own transportation and meals, 
and you or your companion be at 
least forty-five. 

There's a wonderful week waiting 
at the other end of our coupon. 
Please send it today. 


That Green Valley Grin 


Comes from living good again 


Reservation Dept. ELKN1278 


Fairfield Green Valley 


Post Office Box 587 
Green Valley, Az. 85614 
Phone (602) 625-2010 


Enclosed find $160.16 for _ 
seven days and nights beginning 


(Includes 4% Arizona Sales Tax.) 


Name ——___-_ —___-__--—_- 


Address —_—____..______-_____-__—— 
City ______________. State 
Phone 


Zip ——_____- 
This advertisement does not constitute an offer to 
sell land in Nevada, New York or those states where 
such an offer is prohibited by law. 
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by Jack Ritchie 


@ It was clearly a case of mistaken 
identity. 

They thought they'd kidnapped Har- 
vey Pendleton. We do look a bit alike, 
I suppose, but he is the owner of the 
Pendleton Snowmobile Company and I 
am not. I am merely one of his clerks. 

It had been near noon on Monday 
when Mr. Pendleton opened his office 
door, looked out, and discovered that 
I was the nearest human being. 

He tossed me his car keys. “Wilbur, 
gas up my car and have: the oil and 
tires checked. YI! bé driving to Mad- 
ison this afternoon and I won’t have 
time to do it myself.” 

“Yes, sir,” I said. I put on my top- 
coat and went downstairs to the parking 
lot behind the plant. 1 approached the 
Lincoln in the parking space clearly 
labeled Pendleton. 

Just as I inserted the key into the car 


lock, a green and white sedan drew up 
behind me and two large men leaped 
out. They seized me and shoved me 
onto the rear floor of their automobile. 

One of them planted his feet firmly 
on my back so that I could not rise and 
the other jumped behind the wheel of 
the car and we sped off, tires squealing. 

“Now look here,” I demanded. “What 
is this all about?” 

The man with his feet on my back 
said, “What does it look like?” 

I tried an intelligent guess. “A kid- 
napping?” 

“That’s right, mister.” 
_ I allowed myself to chuckle. “You 
have the wrong person. My name is 
Crawford. Wilbur Crawford. I suspect 
that you are really after Mr, Pendleton.” 

The man above me was not buying. 
“Shut up.” 

I tried several more times to tell 
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them that they had the wrong man, 
but all it got me were some kicks in 
the ribs, so I resigned myself to giving 


_ up for the time being. 


It was a rather long drive, especially 
for me on the floor of the car. Accord- 
ing to my wrist watch, it was nearly 
two hours before the car finally pulled 
onto a crunching driveway and came 
to a stop. : 

From the little conversation the two 
of them exchanged en route, I learned 
that the man driving was Max, and the 
individual with the feet, Clarence. 

He removed them from my back now. 
“All right, get out.” 

I saw that we were in a rather dreary 
countryside and parked in the driveway 
next to a farmhouse. My first thought 
was to make a run for it, but Clarence 
had a firm grip on my arm and pushed 
me toward the house. 


31 


san et A = 


Once inside, I spoke 
up again. “My name is 
Wilbur. Crawford. Not 
Pendleton. And I do 
not own the Pendleton 
Snowmobile Company. 
I am merely a clerk 

; in his employ.” 
“Sure,” Clarence said. “Sure.” Never- 
theless, they led me to the second floor 
and a small bedroom. 

Clarence shoved me inside and locked 
the door, leaving me alone. I went 
immediately to the single small win- 
dow. I found that it was thoroughly 
covered with a heavy wire grill bolted 
to the window frame. Clearly prepara- 
tions had been made for someone’s 
confinement. 

I looked down at their car still in 
the driveway. Perhaps it had been 
stolen, but on the other hand, would 
they risk driving a stolen car for nearly 
two hours with a kidnap victim inside? 
Perhaps the car really did belong: to 
one of them. I decided that there might 
be some point in memorizing the. li- 
cense plate number. 

I noticed a small ventilation grating 
in the floor and got down on my hands 
and knees. Below me I saw Clarence 
and Max watching TV. 

Eventually the TV programing 
reached the five o’clock news. 

A Wilbur Crawford had been kid- 
napped this afternoon from the parking 
lot behind the Pendleton Snowmobile 
factory. A witness had seen him being 
hustled into a car by two men. The 
witness had been too far away to get 
the license plate number, but he de- 
scribed the auto as being a late model 
green and white sedan. 

The police theorized that the kid- 
nappers might have abducted the vic- 
tim in the mistaken belief that he was 
Harvey Pendleton, president of the 
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Pendleton Snowmobile Company. 

Below me, Clarence swore, and got 
out of his easy chair. I heard him com- 
ing up the stairs. 

He unlocked the door and stared at 
me. “So you really aren’t Harvey Pen- 
dleton?” 

“That is what I have been trying to 
tell you.” 

He glared. “You're worth nothing to 


me. Absolutely nothing.” 


I smiled. “In that case, you might as 
well Jet me go.” 

There was a silence and then he said, 
“What makes you think that we have 
any idea of letting you go? No matter 
who you are?” 

I cleared my throat. Clearly this was 
a moment to buy time. “On the other 
hand, I may not be worthless to you 
after all. You should still be able to get 
your money. Send the ransom note to 
Mr.. Pendleton himself.” 

“What good would that do? Why 


‘would Pendleton give us $200,000. for 


your hide? You said yourself that you're 
only one of his clerks.” 

“Yes, but do you think that Mr. Pen- 
dleton would dare not pay my 
ransom?” 

“Why wouldn’t he?” 

“Because of the publicity involved. 
What would the newspapers say about 
him if he flatly decided not to ransom 
me and left me to my fate? Whatever 
that might be. People would be upset 
by his lack of humanity. They would 
stop buying his snowmobiles. His fac- 
tory would have to close. Do you think 
he would want that to happen just be- 
cause of a measly $200,000? But if he 
came up with the money, he would be 
hailed by the entire nation.” 

Clarence rubbed his jaw. “You might 
have something there at that.” 

I nodded eagerly. “The entire coun- 
try would begin buying his snowmo- 
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biles. He’d have to expand his factory. 
Money would come pouring in.” 

“All right,” Clarence said. “Don’t 
oversell it.” 

He took me downstairs and handed 
me a ball-point pen and some paper. 
“Start writing what I tell you.” 

He dictated. They wanted $200,000 
in small unmarked bills for my return. 
They would give Pendleton a week to 
get the money together and then they 
would get in touch with him again. 

When I finished the letter, I ad- 
dressed an envelope and affixed a 
stamp Clarence handed me. 

He shoved the envelope into his 
pocket, took me upstairs, and locked 
me in again. 

I suspected that now Clarence was 
keeping me alive just in case he needed 
me once more—to write another note, or 
to prove to someone that I was still 
alive and therefore worth the ransom. 

Monday passed. Tuesday. Wednes- 
day. 


By Thursday morning, I began to 


wonder if the letter had ever gotten 
to Mr.. Pendleton at-all. 

At two o’clock that afternoon I was 
at the small window when I saw the 
cars parking about a half a mile down 
the country road. Men began getting 
out of the vehicles and fanning across 
the fields, sneaking up to the house. 

I was at the floor grating watching 
Clarence and Max before their televi- 
sion set when the state troopers stormed 
into the living room. Clarence and Max 
were caught completely by surprise 
and they surrendered meekly. 

When I got downstairs, Clarence was 
still blinking at the suddenness of 
events. “How did you find us?” he 
asked the captain of the state troopers. 

The captain smiled. “It was the enve- 
lope you used to send: the ransom note. 
The zip code was wrong and ‘so it was 
delayed. In fact the zip code was so 
wrong that we wondered if maybe Mr. 
Crawford wasn’t trying to tell us some- 
thing—like an automobile license plate 
number. We ran it through the Motor 
Vehicle Department and came up with 
your green and white sedan.” 

Max looked at Clarence reproach- 
fully. “How could you mail a -letter 
with my license plate number on it?” 

Clarence shrugged. “Why am I sup- 
posed to remember the license number 
of your car?” 

When I returned to my job, I was 
something of a hero. But only until the 
next Monday morning when Mr. Pen- 
dleton opened his office door, looked 
out, and discovered I was nearest, 

He tossed me his car keys. “Wilbur, 
gas up my car and have the oil and 
tires checked. I'll be driving to Mad- 
ison this afternoon and I won’t have 
time to do it myself.” 

This time I was not kidnapped. 


